FIGHTING 
CARAVANS 

THEY ROLLED WEST WITH LOADED GUNS . . . 
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The Dell Trademark is, and always has been, a positive guarantee that the 

comic magazine bearing it contains only clean and wholesome 

juvenile entertainment. The Dell code eliminates entirely, rather than 

regulates, objectionable material. That's why when your 

child buys a Dell Comic you can be sure it contains only good fun and happy 

adventures. "DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS" is our only 

credo and our constant goal. 
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DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 




-AND ON THE SEAT OF BELMET'S PRAIRIE 
SCHOO NER- -- / ■ x i, 

/"CUNT, PA SAID I COULD RIOE ALL DAY WITH 
U- — ■> YOU— IF YOU'D LET ME. 
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' —HOLD THE 
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OF COURSE THAT WOULD 
BE YEARS AND YEARS 
FROM NOW t BUT I WONDER 
...CLINT, WOULD YOU HAVE 
ME---FOR "YOUR PIONEER 
WIFE? WOULD YOU? 





JACK WOULDN'T ACT THAT WAY WITHOUT REASON ! 
I'LL WAKE CAPTAIN COUCH ...YOU GO BACK TO YOUR 
MOTHER, CLINT! 




WILD WITH GRIEF, CLINT RUNS TOWARD THE 
SOUND OF FIRING ---CARELESS OF DANGER. 




YOUR MOTHER---SHOT* THAT'S 
TOUGH, SONNY ! BUT YOUR PA IS 
OUT THERE WITH CAPTAIN COUCH, 
CHASING INDIANS! THEY LL BE BACK 
SOON ! TRIED TO RUN OFF OUR 
STOCK 




EARLY THE NEXT MORNING--- 

^I'M SORRY, 8ELMET---MORE THAN THERE \ 
ARE WORDS TO SAY! — -* 



HARRUMPH! CLINT---COME ON, S 
GOT TO HITCH UP THE TEAM, SO t 
NOT TO HOLD UP THE OTHERS? 




ALL DAY, CLINT S TEAM IS NERVOUS, THREATENING 
TO BREAK OUT OF LINE. . .AND THE GROUND IS 
ROUGH! BUT IT HELPS TO TAKE THE BOY'S MIND 
OFF THE ACHE IN HIS HEART. 




AT SUNSET, THE WEATHERED BUILDINGS 
OF COUNCIL GROVE LOOM AGAINST THE 
SKY-— AND THE LONG WAGON TRAIN 
CREAKS TO ANOTHER HALT. 



THE FOLLOWING DAY- 


- / 


WELL, CLINT---! HEAR 
LEAVING OUR CARAVAN 
COUNCIL GROVE.. . r- 


THE SELLS ARE ^ 
HERE AT j~-L I 


/here THEY T 1/ 
( COME NOW \J U 
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CLINT! 1-lVe COME TO SAY GOOD-BYE! WE'RE I 
STAYING HERE, WHILE YOU GO ON! -— 






FORT LARNED. . .KANSAS CITY.. .SANTA FE.. .A GOVERNMENT FREIGHTING CONTRACT FOR 
JIM BELMET-- -EXPERIENCE FOR YOUNG CLINT SO THE LONG MILES UNROLL BENEATH 
THE FREIGHTER'S HEAVY WHEELS. 




BACK FROM SANTA FE, THE BELMETS 
CARAVAN PASSES AGAIN THROUGH COUNCIL 
GROVE WITHOUT HALTING. 



DAD I YOU HAD 

A CHANCE TO 
MOVE AROUNDv 
ON YOUR HORSE 
DID YOU SEE 
ANYTHING OF 
THE BELLS 




SAM BELL GOT SICK OF 
THE FRONTIER, AND 
HEADED EAST BY 
STAGECOACH... THE / 
COACH WAS CAUGHT 
BY INDIANS- --ALL 
THE GROWN-UPS 
KILLED! LITTLE MAY 
BELL MISSING--- . 
LIKELY CAPTURED. 
I'M MIGHTY SORRY 
SON 





THAT NIGHT, WHEN THE 
FREIGHTERS HAVE CAMPED, 
CLINT BELMET THROWS 
HIMSELF DOWN IN THE 
DARK SHADOWS OF THE 
COTTONWOODS. HIS BOYHOOD 
IS OVER— BURNED AWAY 
IN A FLAMING HATRED. 



IT'S A BARGAIN, TOM ! WE WON'T 
HAVE MUCH TIME TILL WE GET TO 
KANSAS CITY- --BUT WELL TACKLE 
IT THEN! THE BOOK LEARNING, 
i MEAN ! 




ONE DAY, WHEN / THERE5 A COUPLE OF BUFFALO 

THE WAGONS HALT / OVER THAT RISE, BOYS! IF 
FOR A NOON REST— I YOU'D LIKE TO COLLECT SOME 
FRESH MEAT- 



KNOWN THROUGH 
THE WESTt HES A 
FRIEND OF KIT CAR- 
SON'S' HE TAUGHT 
ME TO SHOOT! t — 




HOLD TIGHT TO YOUR SHOULDER, TOM ! 
AND SQUEEZE THE TRIGGER-- - DON'T 
JERK IT-- 
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YOUXL DO, TOM I GET OUT 
YOUR KNIFE NOW( WE'VE 
GOT TO PACK SOME MEAT 
SACK TO THE WAGONS ! _ 




A YEAR LATER, THE BELMET 
WAGONS ROLL WITH A HUGE FREIGHT 
CARAVAN- --THE JOINED TRAINS OF 
CAPTAINS COUCH AND WATERS . 



CLINT, WOULD 
THAT CANNON BE 
WORTH MUCH IN 
A FIGHT- 
REALLY? 




YOU ^~> 

RECKON 
WE'LL BE 
ATTACKED 
THIS TRIP, 
CLINT? «■ 

V 


1 RECKON SO! ITS THE 
RICHEST FREIGHT CARA- 

1 VAN TO CROSS THIS 
YEAR-- -AND THERE 

1 ARE MORE INDIANS ON 

' THE WARPATH! BUT MY 
DOG, JACK, WILL WARN 

.,_,., jj, US... j- 
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WITH THE 

QUIET MOVEMENT 
OF ROUSED MEN! 



THE INJUNS ARE \^ UH-HUH ! ORDERS ARE NOTl 
COMING, HOYLE! I V T ° RRE THIS 0LD GANNON I 
CAN FEEL IT! -_^ TILL THE RIFLES FAIL TO 
STOP 'EM ! 





IN UTTER SILENCE, LONG LINES OF 
SAVAGE WARRIORS SURROUND THE WAGON CIRCLE-- - 
THEIR BRONZE FORMS DIM IN THE MOONLIGHT 




REPEATING RIFLES TURN THE TIDE*- -WHICH 
RETREATS, LEAVING ITS BROKEN WRECKAGE 
STREWN OUTSIDE THE WAGON RING. 





---HAPPY! LIKE LITTLE MAY BELL 
WOULD BE NOW, IF SHE WERE ALIVE ! 
RECKON IVE SEEN ENOUGH - 




SPEAK OF ANGELS ---AND YOU HEAR THE 
RUSTLE OF THEIR WINGS---SO MOM USED 
TO SAYl I WAS THINKING OF UTTLE MAY... 
AND THAT GIRL'S EYES WERE LIKE HERS* 



MISTER! WILL YOU---WILL | 
YOU PLEASE TELL ME 
WHO THAT YOUNG MAN 
IN BUCKSKINS IS? . 





THAT'S YOUNG CLINT BELMET—ONE 
OF THE BEST FREIGHTERS IN THE 
COUNTRY- 




LIKE A MULE'S KICK, CLINT'S HARD FIST LANDS* 



WHAT IS HE *"\ NOTHING, CLINT? NOTH- 
TO YOU, MAY?) ING BUT A PEST! HE 
' WAS IN DAGGETTS 
WAGON TRAIN WITH ME 
AND THE CLEMENTS--- 
THE PEOPLE WHO 

FOUND ME HIDING 
» FROM THE INDIANS, 
' WHEN I WAS TEN! 





BLESS YOU FOR THAT, SWEETHEART? BUT 
IT WOULDN'T BE FAIR TO YOU . . . NO SEP; 
ARATION MUST SPOIL OUR HONEYMOON ! 
WHEN I GET BACK TO YOU, I'LL. GIVE UP 
FREIGHTING, AND BUY A RANCH! 



MAY ! I'D ASK YOU TO MARRY ME TOMORROW- 
ONLY, I'VE PROMISED JIM COUCH TO MAKE 
ONE MORE FREIGHTING TRIP WITH HIM' . 
HE'S MY LEGAL GUARDIAN TILL I'M, TWENTY- 
ONE. . .AND WE LEAVE TOMORROW ! 





A HOME! A REAL HOME---W1TH YOU, 

clintI rr will be the best of all my 

DREAMS COME TRUE! m^^ - 

f AND MINE, 
LITTLE MAY! 






AND THE TIGHT WAGON CIRCLE FORMS, 
WITH EVERY FREIGHTER ARMED AND 
READY.. .BUT DARKNESS FALLS, BRINGING 
NO SIGN OF ATTACKERS. 



JACK SMELLS THEM,] WE'VE BEE 
UNCLE JIM'. PROB-J LUCKY LAT 
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WITH THE COOLNESS OF LONG 

EXPERIENCE, CLINT BELMET 
FIRES AT THE LEAPING, HALF- 
SEEN FIGURE OUTSIDE THE 
WAGON RING . . 





YOUR DOG? OH, YES! MR. COUCH TOLD 
ME, WHEN HE BROUGHT YOU IN. . . 
WHEN YOUR FRIENDS FOUND YOU, AN 
INDIAN WAS TRYING TO SCALP YOU 
AND JACK WAS FIGHTING HIM, ALTHOUGH 
DYING OF HIS WOUNDS' 



FEEL THAT SCAR? THAT'S WHERE THE ARROW 
GROOVED YOUR SKULL, YOUNG MAN! 




HALL CLEMENT WAS KILLED, THOUGH-- 

BY A YOUNG BADMAN NAMED LEE MURDOCK 

THE SAME ONE YOU KNOCKED DOWN 

ONCE! HALL WHIPPED HIM FOR PESTERING 
MAY-- -AND GOT SHOT FOR HIS PAINS' 




THE LONG DRIVE TO SANTA FE SEEMS 
OOUBLY LONG TO YOUNG CLINT BEL- 
METF AND, ON ARRIVAL-- - 



COUCH! BUELL, AGENT FOR AULL'S FREIGHT! EVERY 
ONE IN SANTA FE HAD GIVEN UP YOUR CARAVAN FOR 




a mexican rode in two weeks 
ago and reported a big 
caravan nearly wiped out 
by indians at point of 
rocks* we figured it must 
be yours-- -but the mans 
english wasn't very plain? 
come on ahead to my 
office where we can talk 
private! 





YES, BELME7! SHE AND HER ADOPTED 
MOTHER, MRS. CLEMENT, WERE WILD 
WHEN THEY HEARD THAT COUCH'S 
CARAVAN HAD BEEN SHOT UP! 
THEY BELIEVED YOU WOULD BE 
WfTH IT! SO THEY LEFT HERE. 
TEN DAYS AGO 



FORT LARNED---WHERE 
WHAT WAS LEFT OF YOUR 
CARAVAN WAS SUPPOSED 
TO HAVE GONE! MISS BELL 
OFFERED A THOUSAND 
DOLLARS TO ANYONE 
WHO WOULD TAKE HER 




I RECKON IT DID, GENTLEMEN! THE OUTFIT MISS BELL 
ANO MRS CLEMENT SET OUT WITH WAS LED BY BLACK- 
STONE, THE WHISKEY RUNNER * THERE WERE A FEW 
HONEST FREIGHTERS WHO JOINED UP AT THE 
LAST MINUTE 





NO SIGN OF WHITE MEN---OR WOMEN, HERE! 

NO graves! and this was blackstone's 

OUTFIT' 




AND HERE THEY SPLIT! A FEW- --AVERY £ — 
FEW- --WENT ON TO FORT LARNED, ON HORSE- 
BACK! THE WAGONS ARE TURNING OFF TOWARDS 
THE TEXAS TRAIL- 





WHERE ARE THE TWO 
WOMEN WHO HIRED 
YOU TO DRIVE THEM 
TO FORT LARNED, 
BLACKSTONE 1 



THE KIOWAS 
CARRIED 'EM OFF! I 
AND MY MEN BARELY 
GOT OUT OF THE . 
FIGHT ALIVE... J 




YOU LIE, BLACKSTONE 

I SAW WHAT WAS LEFT OF 
THE WAGONS YOU LED 
INTO AMBUSH BY YOUR 
KIOWA FRIENDS! I SAW 
THE DEAD KIOWAS --- 
WHICH THE TEXAS 
CARAVAN KILLED WHEN . 
THEY CAME TO THE RESCUE! 





THE ROAR OF PISTOLS SHAKES THE ROOM- 
CLINT TRIES IN VAIN TO SIDE-STEP MURDOCHS 
MURDEROUS PLAY, WHILE MEETING BLACKSTONES DRAW. 
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["HARD HIT, CLINT DOWNS 

| MURDOCK WITH A GLANCING SHOT... . 





THOSE TWO? THEY WERENT HURT SO BADLY! GOT 
RUN OUT OF TOWN I 8LACKSTONE CHANGED HIS 

STORY SAID THE WOMEN WENT WITH THE I 

TEXAS CARAVAN AFTER THE FIGHT. . 





AT SUNSET, A UDNG LINE OF MOUNTED 
INDIANS APPEARS---AND HALTS TO STUDY 
THE FORTED CARAVAN . 



THE^RE PULLING 
OUT, CLINT' COME 
MORNING, THERE 
WON'T BE A SIGN 
OF EM 






OTHER INDIANS, LIGHTING TORCHES AT 
THE BURNING WAGON, ARE UNAWARE OF 
ITS DEADLY CONTENTS UNTIL--- 

ON YOUR FEET, MEN! KEEP THEM 
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EVEN THE EMBATTLED FREIGHTERS 
ARE KNOCKED FLAT BY THE BLAST. 
BUT THE FIGHT IS OVER ---THE 
ENEMY IN FULL RETREATl 



You'll always find thrilling Western 
VC_fk«|«J^)U* 1 Adventures in DELL'S Zone Grey Comics 




ZANE GREY'S 

ROUNDUP 



Your DELL Comics dealer will have it soon 



104 



DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 



I — LEE MURDOCK! 

HEARD YOU WERE 

LEADING THIS 

UNCH. 





MURDOCK IS NOT MY 
REAL NAME! fVE GOT 
AN OLD FATHER--- 

HENRY BENT DECENT 

DOESN'T KNOW I'M A 

RENEGADE! TELL HIM 

I DIED---WITH MY 

BOOTS OFF— -AMONG 
DECENT MEN! 




MAY BELI IS IN LAS 

CRUCES . . .AND WELL ! 

SHE THINKS-- 

YOU ARE DEAD! 






The Dell Trademark is, and always 
ftos been, a positive guarantee that 

magazine bearing it c 
tains only clean and wholesome ju- 
venile entertainment. The Dei! code 
vltmtinitea entirety, rather than regu- 
lates, objectionable material. That's 
why when your child buys a Dell 
Comic you can be sure it contains 
only good fun. "'deli, comich > 
coon comics" is our only credo and 
constant goal. 



